THE   PEOPLE   OF   MOSUL

aim being rather too accurate. The spring is the
season for slinging, and hundreds of boys may be
seen outside the town on a fine day armed with
these instruments of torture. They line up along
the walls of the city, and take aim at every passer-
by. This is somewhat disconcerting, especially
when some little boy takes a shot at your horse's
head or tail, a game of which the animal does not
at all approve. Or sometimes the boys form armies,
each opposing side being composed of an equal
number of slingers. They stand at a distance of
about fifty yards apart and commence warfare in
real earnest. It is rather a terrible ordeal to have
to run the gauntlet of these two opposing armies.
The stones seem to whizz round one's head in a
most alarming manner; but although my mare has
received a few stray shots of which she much dis-
approved, yet I have fortunately never actually been
hit. Occasionally boys become so vicious in their
excitement that the Government here has to put a
stop to their " wars" for a time, as they do so much
injury to one another.

A form of recreation which is indulged in by
all the Mosul people is that of paying a yearly visit
to a hot sulphur spring. This spring is situated
about twelve miles from Mosul on the Baghdad road,
and is called Hammam Ali.

A small village has grown up around the spring,
but cannot furnish anything like the accommodation
needed for the thousands of visitors who flock there
in the early summer. To meet this need, small
booths are built of dried grass, each family renting
one for the time of their visit. Two years ago it
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